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j the difference between the Allopaths and the Homeepaths, replied that 
Ain) if one of each of the two schools should desire to renovate the strength 
Vk of a weakened patient, the former would give him a broth made from 
hay) the flesh, bones and giblets of a chicken, while the latter would prescribe 
}) the same thing made from its shadow on the barn-door! In this instance 
| we should certainly prefer the old way—but the Allopaths’ path and the 

ij Homeepaths’ path are two, which we hope never to travel. 
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DIFFERENT WAYS OF DOING IT! 
A certain medical practitioner of the old school, upon being asked 
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SUSPENSION OF GENERAL SCOTT. 


Tuey say that Gen’ral Scott has lately been suspended, 
We really cannot see why this matter was intended ; 

Why hang that brave commander, his fields of battle o’er? 
When in ev’ry one’s opinion, he was high enough before ! 








TueEre are so many “Rumors of Peace” floating about the Press, 
that we think the reading might be advantageously altered into Humyrs 
of Peace! 





Inrormation For Famatizs.—We understand that Horse Radish isa 
powerful stimulant, whether taken internally or externally. 
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OUR COLUMN OF FUN! 





A FATHER’S LOVE. 


week or two ago, an elderly man, dressed like a comfortable far- 
“a walked quietly into the office of a Wall street Life Insurance Com- 
pany, his face bearing the pleasant smile of one who knows he has a 
good thing to tell; and after the weatherly remarks such old — 
always favour us with, when we are particularly enga ed, told “ Mr. 
President,” that his son Ruben B , had a month before, insured his 
life for $1500, “and a stouter looking fellow, you never seen ; nor a 
bigger fool than he looked like, when we laughed at him after he come 
home. But, by gracious! mister, he warn’t so far out after all—for he 
died of a suddent only ten days ago. There's the documents, and I m 
come for the money. He was my son, sir, and ain’t left no other heir. 
—Spirit of the Times. 

Parixc tue Docror.—A friend of ours coming down the Sound to 
New York, a short time ago, was dreadfully in wart of a little brandy 
and water; but the boat—the Vanderbilt—having no bar, the license 
law operating against it, he determined to see if any thing could be made 
out of the steward. J 

“« Steward—steward—any brandy on board ?”’ at the same time pres- 
sing on his stomach with all his might, and screwing his face into all sorts 
of contortions, as though he was suffering with a severe cholic. 

“ Why, Massa C—, is that you? what's the matter?” 

“ 1 feel very bad, steward—stomach dreadfully out of order—these 
entlemen in the same way—all been eating some peaches. AA little 
randy, I’ve no doubt, would relieve us —Quick, steward.” 

“« Lor bress me, I'll be back in half a second.” 

They drank—and then asked what they had to pay. 

“ Fighteen pence a glass, gemnien.”’ 

“ Why, steward, you are high in your charges, to-day.” : 

“ No, massa—de liquor is sixpence, and I charge a shilling for physi- 
cian’s fee !?? 

A Gentleman, in describing the absurdity of a man dancing the Polka, 
appropriately said that it appeared as if the individual had a hole in his 

ocket, and was futilely endeavoring to shake a shilling down the leg of 
is trousers. 


Conjugai Affection.—“ Are you not afraid that your wife will get 
married again, when you die?” “I hope she may, as there will then be 
one man in the world who will know how to pity me.” 


The Rising Generation.—The Bristol Times reports the following 
conversation between two “ fast’? urchins under fourteen years of age, 
as having actually been overheard in a confectioner’s shop the other 
day: “Tom, do you smoke much now?’ “No; the cigarsare so bad 
now, that, unless aman! imports his own tobacco, he can’t get on with 
comfort.” 


Mexican Generals dress well, if they do not fight bravely. General 
Valencia’s full uniform is said to be worth $20,000, being loaded with 
gold and diamonds. Whata prize for some of the B’hoys if they could 
have taken him! 


A factory proprietor posted up the following notice :—“ I will admit 
no segars nor good looking men within these walls. One sets a flame 
among the cotton, and the other among my gals.” 


Texas is capable of raising all tae sugar this country can consume. 
Annexation will consequently bring some sweet with the bitter fruits. 


BEAUTIFUL THOUGHT. 
We are what we are, 
And we are nothin’ shorter ; 
And we ain’t, when we ain’t, 
For then we hadn't oughter ! 








te” A young man about to be married, was told that his intended was 
already a mother. 
| “So I have heard,” replied he, “butI love her well enough to 
| swallow that.” 
| “ Well, but she has two children,” rejoined his friend. 

“‘T didn’t know that,” said her lover, “‘but I love her well enough to 

swallow both of em.” 

‘Worse yet—the youngest is a black one,” said his friend. 


“If I swallow the darkie d——n me,” said the lover, “ I'll drown my- 
self first !’° 








“ Mister, have youseen a yaller dog a goin’ along here, about a year, 
8 year and a half, or two years old 2” 

‘: Yes,” replied the chopper, supposing the Yankee was quizzing him, 
“yes, I saw a yaller dog going along here, about a year, a year and a 
half, or two years old, about an hour an hour and a half, or two hours 
ago; and you'll find him about a mile, a mile and a half, or two miles 
ahead, with a tail about an inch, an inch and a half, or two inches long.” 


“ Hold on! that'll do, s er! I calkilate you are into me about a 
feet, a feet and a half, or two feet!” 








THE WAR WITH MEXICO. 

Of all places in the world we would not wish to go to London for an 
opinion on the subject of the Mexican War; but when we find one so 
sober and reasonable as the following, emanating thence, we publish it, 
not for any new or striking truths it presents which we did not before 
know, but for the novelty of the circumstance of a London editor 
uttering three consecutive truths about this country : 


“The London Daily News, after speaking of our Presidential candj- 
dates, observes that ‘in this war the Mexicans have been beaten on all 
sides. In a wonderfully short time, with seemingly most inadequate 
means, the Americans have made themselves masters of four Northern 
States of the Mexican Union, of all the Mexican seaboard on the Gulf 
of Mexico, and the capital of the Republic. The Mexican armies have 
beeu again and again beaten and broken up. There is no real Mexican 
Government. The Americans, conquerors in a regular war, are, by all 
the laws of nations, entitled to dictate the terms of peace. They have 
fought well and they have fought fairly.’ ” 

STUMPY’S STRAY COW. . 

Some months ago, an Irishwoman whom the boys called Stumpy, from 
her resemblance to a point in Geometry, having neither length, breadth 
nor thickness, lost her cow, and called on a country printer to have her 
advertised. 

Stumpy.—Mr. Printer, my reddy has gone astray, and I want you to 
print her. 

Printer.—Well, my good woman, what kind of a cow was she? 

Stumpy.—Och! faix! no more nor like another body’s cow. 

Printer.—Yes, but what peculiar marks or habits has she. 

Stumpy.—Shure, she is red, with two standing up horns, and her tail 
which is white touches the ground, and when she walksshe puts one foot 
afore the tother jist like another cow, shure. 

Printer.—Very good, and shall I offer a reward of one dollar to any 
person who shall give information where she may be found. 

Stumpy.—Arrah, shure, no! 1 have Jost enough already by her Javing 
me. Shure I used to give her every night a box of swate barley grains, 
and what more did she need? I want you to print her name in the 
advertisement, and stick the paper on the pump; for she goes there to 
drink wather, and when she sees it she will come 4 











I wonder what this ‘itch theology’ is,” said Mrs. Partington, giving a 
somewhat novel pronunciation of the lecture by Professor Agassiz; 
“what in the name of old scratch can it be? I suppose it must mean 
the itch for meddling with politics and th'ngs that doesn’t concern ’em, 
running down their own country and relations and praising up every 
body else, and at war with every thing all the time they are preaching 
peace.” Some one explained that it was the science of fishes. “Well, 
well,” said the old lady, “ it’s just as well; for a minister preaching 
politics is like a fish out of water—he is out of his ailment,” and she 
passed over to the deaths and marriages.— Boston Post. 





A Spxcutaton.—Yesterday, a tall Hibernian gentleman entered the 
writing-school of a celebrated chirographist in this city, and pulling off 
a pair of very large gloves, inquired, ‘‘ What do ye charge, sir, fora 
saison at writin ?” 

“I charge $25 for the first month, $20 for the second month, and 
$15 for the third month.” 

“ Then, sir, you'll be kind enough to put me down on yer list asa 
scholar for the third month as a commincemint.”—N. O. Delta. 





Tux Last Horst Story.—* Is your horse fast ?” inquired a man of 
a Vermont horse dealer. 

“ Beats all creation.” 

“‘ Good bottom ?” 

“He’s all bottom. Why I drove him so far one day, that it took two 
days to get him back again !’ 





Not Bap.—A reduction was recently made in the size of the Sun 
newspaper, whereupon the Globe made a witty and skillful joke, an- 
nouncing a “ decrease in the size of the Sun.” The assertion was 
taken in earnest.by several gentlemen, among whom was Coroner 
Walters, who really procured smoked glasses and anxiously scanned the 
shining face of the heavenly luminary, to discover its alleged remarkable 
decrease.—Sunday Times. 





A Propicy—Professor Acasto, lately arrived in this city from 
Europe. He possesses, it is said, the astonishing facility of playing the 
most difficult pieces on_the flute with one hand, while he accompanies 
himself on the piano with the other.— Atlas. 


Q. How many hands will he use to play upon the public? 





Question for Theologists—W hether it is better to die with a joke, or 





bone in your throat! 
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TO THE CITIZENS OF NEW YORK. 

Persons who will send their names to the office of Publication—Wirt1u4m 
H. Grauam, Tribune Buildings—will be served Weekly with the Ereruanr at 
Three Cents per copy, payable to the Carriers. All subscriptions by the year 
payable (invariably) in advance. 


FIRST OF MAY AMONG THE CHURCHES. 


The Z-erHant one day last week twisted his trunk over his left 
shoulder, and threw over his back, a la ses ancetres, a shower of sand and 
dust, thinking something of the insect tribe annoyed his flanks ; but alas 
it was not that. He reflected a moment, i. e. bent back his trunk, and 
remembered the cause of his sorrow. It wasa paragraph he had read 
in some daily paper setting forth that the old brick Presbyterian Church 
Congregation had offered ‘their ground and building to the Corporation, 
and that Dr. S pring’s people too, are togo “‘ uptown.” This is too bad. 
One of the lo’ s+ wards with a population of 16,000 has but one church: 
another with 30,000 but two; in fact all of the lower wards with their 
heavy density of inhabitants, are even at present too illy supplied with 
preachers of the gospel. We should not be astonished next year, or 
say perhaps 1850 if we should be present at a meeting of the Home 
Mission Society of Doctor Cheever's Chureh, to listen to some Rev'd 
Divine who should urge in elaborate and eloquent terms the propriety 
of sending Missionaries down town, to convert the Church deserted hea- 
thens of the lower wards. What are all the strangers in town to do on 
Sundays—what are all the poorer population to do, if every man who 
builds a new house up town insists upon having the Church he attends 
next door? We say nothing about that proverb “ near the Church,” 
&c., but with that flexible tho d led finger at the end of our 
trunk, trace with a remark of our own, the lines sent us by a correspond- 
ent: 








“Two Churches stand in Beekman Street 
Where different congregations meet, 
They differ mach in sev’ral ways 

In mode of worship, form of praise. 

At one the Preacher ’s Doctor Spring, 
At?tother, Philadelphian Tyng ; 

But with such diff’rence is’t not odd, 

That each is called the house of God ?” 


But we beg leave to say, they do not differ so much after all, for both 
we hear are “ going up town!” 





THE HORN IS SOUNDED. 


Correspondent informs us that an egg recently 

laid by a hen in Houston street, foretold the 

sounding of that horn the other night, if it did not 

» produce it. On the shell was written the strange 

and ominous words “Wo the horn is sounded in 

b \ 1848,” in beautifully formed letters.— Sun. 
~ ‘ 





‘This account is corroborated by sundry 
\ Professors, who have examined the egg, and 
is furthermore believed by the Sun oa Jour- 


nal of Commerce. For the benefit of the curious we will state that it 
is a small egg, a little bit larger atone end than at the other, and is of 
a kind similar to those usually laid by the common pullet. We wish, 
however, the egg had been a little more explicit ; but as itis now in the 
possession of the Smithsonian Institute, we have no doubt that they 
will get out of it all that is required. 





te The legitimate drama has been openedat the Broadway Theatre, 
with the addition of many heavy characters. Mr. Wattacx has rushed 
to the rescue of Melpomene, drawn the bleeding dagger from her girdle 
—grasped the gobblet of blood, and hurled the vessel all clotted and 
streaming at the audience, with a demoniac cry of phrensy ! 





The Donkey, we think, must be going. We observed alarge package 
the other day at the Express Office, marked, “‘ John Donkey,” Philadel- 


phia. But on enquiry we found it was old numbers going back to the 
Publisher. 








MR. WALLACK AS OTHELLO. 


E WERE alarmed one even- 
fing last week, while quiet- 

ly seated in the Broadway 
Theatre, by the ringing, 
of a bell, as indeed, all the 
audience were. We looked 
and observed a dark,'for- 
bidding figure floating be- 
tween our vision and the 
back scene. To be sure 
of our object, we put up 
our glass and aimed it in 
the direction of the stage. 
It was of a stately stature ; 
but, seemingly, entirely 
without shape; all was 
indistinctness, but two 
<= large eves, of which 
not ing could be seen but 
the whites of them. On 
looking more closely, 
however, we observed for 
the first, that the figure 
before us was that of Mr. 
James Wallack, Jr.. as 
Othello. “ Gracious Mu- 
ses !’’ we instinctively ex- 
“. claimed. “Why, I want 


\ 

R\\ 

\\ to know if that ts the old 
WS “ black ram” Iago speaks 
AS 


SA '|[LEV 
SS INN 
a’ € of!” We were soon con- 


. vinced that it was the 
same ; especially was this 
Conviction forced upon us, when, after five or ten minutes, Othello 
spoke. It was Othello’s voice—if ever Othello had a voice. But we 
thought to ourselves a voice ought, in justice, to be attached to some 
living thing. Certainly the thing before us does not live. It does not 
live because it does not move. e have heard of voices coming from 
statues; that might be one; and Mr. Mann might have intended to sur- 
rise his audience with a representation of the Model Artists.” By and 
ye itdid move, and we clapped our hands for joy. We were seeing 
Othello! But we were toocautious to judge hastily. It might be some- 
body else, and not Othello. Thecurtain went down and up, down and 
up, like thé mercury ina thermometer. Still we were in doubt as to 
whether it was Othello or no. Jt might be the same old coon, and it 
mightn’t. The suspense was painful. We were on the point of asking out 
loud if it was Othello, when, with a voice of thunder the object exclaim- 
ed to a white lady who was standing by him,—“ I—aas—pre—PrrorrF |” 
“ Bravo” we exclaimed, it is Othello! no one else could have said that 
but Othello,” and not wishing to stay till Mr.Wallack consummated the 
murder of the piece,—our ideas being rather peculiar—we rushed from 
the Theatre, thinking to ourselves, Poor Othello! how much he is 
altered since we saw him last! 


THE OPERA. 

The Courier des Etats Unis, says, (rather slanderingly, we think) that 
the audiences at the Italian Opera, Astor Place, are so little qualified 
to “applaud in the right places,” from their inability to appreciate pure 
[talian Music, that the managers have found it necessary to employ a 
number of gentlemen with kid gloves and moustaches, to occupy prom- 
inent seats in the house, and give the audience the cue when to squeal 
out brava}! The following is the advertisement for those gentry : 






\ 
N W\ 





Wastep Immepratery.—A few young gentlemen, with real monstaches, 
and also some old boys, with deep dyed moustaches, who can officiate as 
claquers at the Italian Opera. They must furnish their own gloves. Apply at 
the office of the managers. 





Chloroform.—We much fear that the public will be compelled, through 
sense of justice to scolding wives to vote Chioroforma bore. It is now 
used on all occasions. Bashful lovers carry a vial of it in their pockets, 
to render them service ata pinch. Under its influence, the question may 
be popped,” and if it don’t take, Chloroform is cited as the pretext. If 
it does, it’s all right. We shall leave itto young ladies themselves to 
decide on the sincerity of a declaration thus produced. 

We met a friend rather late the other night, and on asking him how 
he expected to escape a curtain lecture when he got home, he very 
quietly chucked us in the ribs, and held up before our eyes a very 
minute speck of sponge! “Oh,” said we, “Chloroform!” “Yes, I 
become insensible in five minutes after ])ing down!" Vive Chloroform. 
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THE MODEL ARTISTS. 


The rage for Model Artists is becoming very general ; it 
has even attacked the Government—as what weaknesses will 
not enter the best councils. The recall of General Scott, 





az SS 
in chains from the seat of war, is designedly done to make a pl i) 
figure of him. He is tu represent Marshall Tureen before Fon DS 


the assembled chieftains, and will assume the famous attitude 
of taking a hasty plate of soup from the council. We said 
| the rage had become “ very general,” but how it will beceme 
a Major-General remains to be seen. 
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* TA a O 2 
MODEL ARTISTS—STATUE No I. MODEL ARTISTS—STATTE No. II. 
SANTA ANNA AS NAPOLEON AT ST. HELENA. A GOOSE WITH THE FEATHERS OFF. 
THE MODEL ARTISTS. | THE STEAM MAJOR-GENERAL. 


We cannot but look with delight upon the offerings which Dr. Coll-. The withdrawal of Major-General Scott from the seat of war having 
yer, and those who have exceeded and followed him inthe nudity of their 


. : left the army ina sad plight for a head, we have attempted to supply his 
representations of the human anatomy, are nightly making to the Arts! | place by the substitution of a Steam Major-General ; the powers of 


It is a glorious tribute, and we hail it as the shadow which fortels the which, when once set in motion, will no doubt be such as effectually to 


good time coming. But what that good time coming may mean—whether restrain the Mexicans from any attempt to relieve themselves. By this 


men and women shall go naked—we do not pretend to judge. But it is | invention, not only may the whole of Mexico be held in therough sub. 
certain, the Ladies in Dr. Collyer’s exhibition have gone as far in their | jection, but the entire army withdrawn with perfect safety, thereby 
representation as they can, without going the one step farther. Indeed, | saving millions to the Government. It will only be necessary to erect 
our brain is confused with the novelties daily presented to the good citi- | 


sel : . | towers of huge gongs at the different points where guerilla parties or 
zens of New York. It isin every body’s mouth, that if you wish to ese | new bands of the enemy are expected to appear; and upon its being 
sights go and see the Model Artists, and we say so too. It is abare-| sounded at those points, and heard by the Major-General, he forthwith 
faced infringement of the secrecies which, in Venice, women dare not | 


; ; | steams up, and bestriding his mortal engine, rushes upon the enemy, 
show their husbands,—and that is enough to draw! Hurrah! for the itakes the whole of them prisoners, and brings them back in triumph 
nineteenth century! and—hurrah for Dr. Collyer and the Model! with him. We have sent a drawing of our Machine to the Patent 
Artists. Office, and expect very soon to receive an order from the Government, 

Quverr.—At the performance of Othello, the other evening at the | for one to oupply the place of General Soot. [Gee east page} 
Broadway Theatre, we noticed, among the audience, no less than 
thirteen gentlemen, and two ladies,—all amalgamationists ! | We understand that John Donkey has got a bad name already. 
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THE STEAM MAJOR-GENERAL— “DEATH TO THE MEXIKERS !! 
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DON’T BE FOOLISH, JOE.” 





We give above three portraits—the counterfeit presentment of three 
brothers—we mean the brothers Curisty. These inimitable Negro 
Melodists—next to our paper, are convulsing the town by their drolleries. 
The Opera proving a failure, has given large lee-way to the melody of 
these native artistes. That these men possess genius is indisputable ; 
although it is evident their genius belongs to the Dark Ages. We think 
the performer on the bones decidedly a genius; so of the tambourine 
player; though it fails the latter sometimes, for instance: where he says 
histambourine is made of an old negro’s skin. Now Genius never lies; 
and the ready facility with which this fallacy is detected, speaks wonder- 
fully in favor of the perception ofa class of personages whose intellect 
is generally accredited to be of the most obtuse order. We ourselves 
for a time accredited the story; till reminded by the Darkies themselves 
that it could not be, for that the tambourine skin was white,and the res- 
pectable old gentleman’s hide was as black as the ace of spades. The 
Darkey up the chimney represents the father ofthe band. It will be 
perceived he is standing upon the topmost pinacle of Fame—the noblest 
negro of them all! We understand that the Astor Place Opera have 
offered them five thousand dollars to leave the City ; but as these amus- 
ing fellows refuse to be bribed, they still continue to delight the musi- 
cal taste of the city, which, at this present juncture, seems to be setting, 
like a strong tide, towards Ethiopia: We advise every body to go and 


hear : 
*“¢ When I lib’d in Tennessee, 

Ulhalole 

I went courtin Rosa Lee, 
Ulialiolae 

Eyes as dark as winter night, 

Lips as red as berry bright: 

hen first I did her a-wooing go, 
She said “ Now don’t be foolish, Joe.” 


We strongly recommend the last line to a certain long eared gentle- 
man in Philadelphia. 





The Evening Mirror speaks of John Donkey and Yankee Doodle as 
being the advancing shadows of a Punchy paper—the advent of which 
it acknowledges in the appearance of the Ecerpnant. Though subdued 
by the compliment, and duly deferring to the Mirror, the Elephant can- 
not see how such small things as those named can be the shadows of his 
own huge bulk. He acknowledges, however, with all proper modesty, 
that he has just thrown them into the shade. 





Tue Last or a Nose Race.—The last tree of the magnificent rows 
of Elms which formerly lined the avenue leading to the residence of 
General Gates, near the East River, not far from the present First- 
avenue, was destroyed last week in the progress of improvement. So 
perish the old land marks.— Tribune. 


Where was General Morris, when this act of Vandalism was consnm- 


mated? We supposed everybody had learned by this time to “spare 
that tree.” 





A Western editor says: We certainly think that the most glorious and 
beautiful of God’s works is a — young woman, with a neat little foot 
—and a very small quantity of bustle. 


Yanxeregisms.—“ Had acold snap last night, hey ?—a flirt of snow.— 
Family well ?”’ 

“So's to be crawling, thank you. How’s yourn?” 

“ Alla kickin’, thank you.” 


toe Mrs. Partington, the friend-in-law of the editor of the Boston Post, 
thus speaks of a temperance lecturer : 

Dear me, how fluidly he talks. I am always rejoiced when he mounts 
the nostril, for his eloquence warms me in every nerve and carticle of 


my body. Verdigrease itself couldn’t be more smooth than his blessed 
tongue is. 








REMOVE YOUR STRAPS. 


The following letter will throw some light on the new direction 
which the appearance of the ELvepxant has given to the arts and artists. 
The public seem to be animated with an irrepressible desire to laugh. 
This is owing to the fact that every one congratulates himself on having 
seen the Elephant ! 
Jenkins’ Prace, January 31, 1848. 
Dear Sir; 
Since I delivered to you my order fora pair of black pantaloons, I 
have accidentally come across a copy of the Etepxanr, and as I intend 
to subscribe for it, you will please give directions to remove the straps | 
ordered to be made to them, and make them otherwise sufficiently capa- 
cious to admit of the most violent risible movements. 


Your's, B. HEWES. 
To Genero C. Scort, Tailor. 





Tue Sxcret or Success—a ract.—We know a barber who had 
accumulated a thousand dollars in the exercise of his business. He 
waited upon an old friend—a customer of his—to know what use he 
should make of the sum he had acquired by his industry. ‘“ How much 
have you?” asked his friend. ‘‘ A thousand dollars,” was the reply. 
“ A goodly sum; but how did you acquire it?” “By shaving.” “And 
you wish to increase it?” “Yes.” .“'Thenkeep shaving!” replied 
his Mentor. He did keep shaving, and is now the owner of blocks of 
buildings and lots of lots—a wealthy man, and a Bank Director.. Still, 
however, he keeps shaving: not metaphorically, but literally, the faces 
of his customers. Moral.—Whatever you do, keep doing, and forwne 
will crown your efforts. 


DESERVED COMMENDATION. 


te The Elephant is the most witty paper, after the style of Punch, 
ever published in this country. There was atime when a man was 
laughed at for seeing the elephant! Now he is envied.—Sunday Atlas. 


Capital, Mr. Atlas! With a whole globe upon your back, you have 
still strength to carry away an extra Elephant. 








LOST OR STRAYED, 


When John the Donkey first appeared 
He looked so sad, slunk, shabby, seared, 
Folks kindly caught and stabled him ; 
They never asked who fostered, reared, 
Or who to live enabled him ; 
But wondered why his owners feared, 
The loss, or theft, of one so eared, 
And why the —— they labell’d him? 





a ay aos —_—_— 





A VERY NEW JOKE. 


A gentleman dining in Waverly Place, the other day, where the 
ladies of the company were dressed—or rather undressed—down to the 
latest fashion mark, was asked what part of the fowl he would have— 
Without removing his eyes from a lady opposite, whose corsets were 
evidently no obstruction to respiration, he replied, ‘I'll trouble you 
for a piece of the bosom, if you please.” 


Dyine ror Love.—A gallant old Scotch officer was narrating the 
unfortunate history of an early friend who had been jilted by a fickle 
beauty in favor of the Duke of A——, and he concluded his story thus, 
inatone ofmuch emotion—“ Poor fellow! he never got over it. No 
sir! it was the death ofhim.” And then, after a pause of much pathos, 


mae added, with a faltering voice—“ He did not live above fifteen years 
r it.” 


_ A Pot or Onver.—In the New York Legislature, a member passed 
ih the midst ofa very windy speech to take a drink of water. Another 
member, named Bloss, rose to a point of order.—Every body stared, 
wondering what the point of order was. 
“ What is it?”’ said the speaker. 
“T think sir,” continued Bloss, “ it is out of order for a wind-mill to 
go by water.” 


An odd sort of genius, having stepped into a mill, was looking with 
ae astonishment at the movement of the machinery, when the 
miller thinking to quiz him, asked if he had heard the news? “ Not’s 
I know on,” said he, “what is it?” “Why,” replied the miller, 
“they say the devil is dead.” ‘‘By jingo,” said Jonathan, “ is he? 
Whe tends the mill, then?” ‘ 


te We find that several newspapers have already got the cholera. 








It appears in a very malignant type. 
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ABD-EL-RAHMAN! 


Once a Moorish Monarch builded 
Zerah’s stately palace-walls,— 

Marble-walls inlaid and gilded, 
Silken drap’ried in their halls. 


There he gath’red in a treasure, 
Vast as kings have ever held, 

All that could invite to pleasure, 
Known to men since times of eld. 


All the mighty rose, wrath-dealing 
On his foeman at command ; 
All the wise their mines unseal in 
Gave pure thought-gems to his hand. 


Poets sang in tuneful numbers, 
What his glorious Sires had done ; 
Couch’d on Beauty were his slumbers ; 
Music back to waking won! 


Flowers and fruits, and gushing fountains, 
Made a garden ’round his home ; 

On his horizon, no mountains 
Hope-illumined bade him roam! 


Abd-el-Rahman thus in splendor 
Fifty years had liv’d to reign, 

When ’twas time for him to render 
Back his soul to God again. 


“T have kept,” he said when dying, 
“‘Record of my happy days: 

“ All Pve past in joy, unsighing 
Seven, twice-told, th’ enrollment says.” 


Borne on velvet, gem-besprented, 
*Neath a baldachin of gold, 

Thus th’ expiring king lamented 
In the far-gone times of old! 


What are love, then, wealth and glory? 
Wealth? a child’s mere glittering toy! 

Fame ! one’s name in song or story ! 
Love! a moment's fleeting joy ! 


Co.se, dream we, no more of pleasure ! 
Quench Love’s torch! delusive light! 

Heap no more earth’s golden treasure, 
Climb no more ambition’s height. 


Let us rouse to act for others, 
Living not for self alone ; 

Doing good to men as brothers, 
In their joy to find our own! 





THE TIRED TROOP HORSE. 





The old Troop Horse from the wars has come ; 
In that same old stall you'll find him; 

He hath borne on his back a hero home, 

But he left his tail behind him! 





A Lady in Saltillo, (in some letters lately overhauled by the authori- 
ties here) writes to a friend in San Luis that she need not think of leav- 
ing her home in case our army advances—that there is no danger to be 
apeented from us—that she feels much safer in walking the streets 
of Saltillo now, than she did before we came ?” 


OLLAPODRIDA. 


A Kentucky Moruer.—The Maysville Eagle gives the following 
account of a lady in that city, who is enjoying a “ green old age.” — 
“ She was married at fourteen, and was a mother at fifteen years and 
two months. The number of her children amounted to eighteen.-— 
Her grand children have already numbered more than one hundred, of 
whom eighty-nine are living. And she has twenty-eight great grand- 
children living, and has lost ten—making a total of about one hundred 
and sixty descendants, of a lady only sixty-eight years old. If she 


should live thirty years longer, she might count her descendants by 
thousands.” 





A “Ticrr” Srory.—An Irishman once dreamt that he visited the 
Lord Mayor of London, who treated him with the greatest hospitality, 
and asked him if he “ wouldn't take a little sumthin’?” He replied 
that he “ wouldn’t mind a little whiskey punch.” ‘Hot or cold?” in- 
quired his lordship. His guest preferred it warm, but while the Lord 
Mayor was out heating the water the Irishman awoke from his delicious 
slumber. ‘Och!’ cried he, comprehending what a fool he was to wait 


for hot punch during the precarious tenure of a dream, “ how I wish 
I'd said cowld.” 


Oratorr.—“ Fellow sojers—This isa glorious day, the first da N 
January, Eighteen hundred and Forty-seven—I mean eight. he 
cloud capped hills of Chimborazo have now become the home of the 
American eagle. [Applause.] From the stricken field of Pali Alte 
and Resacker to the eed heights of Sarah Gawdy and Cow Teruras 
—from the Halls of the Montezumas, ours has been one onward march. 
{Great applause.}] Folks talk of peace, when there is no peace. Live 
or die, survive or perish!———three cheers for “ old Zachariah !” 
Delta. 

“ Mr. Timothy,” said a learned lady, who had been showing off her 
wit at the expense of a dangler, ‘“ you remind me of a barometer that 
is filled with nothing in the upper story.” ‘“ Divine Almira,” meekly 
replied her adorer, ‘‘ in thanking you for that flattering compliment, let 
me remind you that you occupy my highest story entirely.” 


Americas anv Enctish Women.—The American girl at eighteen 
is one of the most beautiful of living beings, but at thirty, she is passe. 
At forty, the English woman is in her prime. Whence comes the 
difference, save in their respective habits of living? The American 
woman lives in hot-houses, and takes very little exercise abroad, and 
when she does, she is ill protected against the weather. The English 
woman rides, walks, practices archery, and other exercises in the open 
air, and is c'v-ays properly clad to meet the exigencies of the weather. 
Hence her beauty isa perennialbloom. One is a hot-house plant that 
withers on exposure, the othera hardy tree that flourishes in every phase 
of the weather. . 


A recent sermon says, “ Beloved brethren, the Scripture tells us that 
the wages of sin is death. Now my advice is that you leave off sinning 
and strike for higher pay.” 





Harv Hit.—One of our city brokers, who is luxuriating on the hard 
times at the rate of three percent. per month for his money, took a trip 
by railroad the other day, and seated himself at the very rear end of the 
train, because, he said, the use of his money was worth something 
while the conductors were coming through the cars.— Boston Mail. 


Mrs. Partinctron AcAin.— If there is anything under the canister 
of the heavens that I hold in utter excressence,” said Mrs. Partington, 
“ it isa slanderer, going about like a vile boa-constructor, circulating his 
calomel about honest folks.” i 


A wag, passing up Broadway, observing the flag on the top o 

oneste aitached to the roof of the Museum, badly torn, remarked to a 
friend that Barnum must be doing a tremendous business to support such 
high rents.— Atlas. 


A Nut FoR MARRIED FOLKS To cracK.—Now, all you married folks 
know that your happiest hours were those spent in courtship—when 
you were allowed to take only asmell at a glorious fodder, without 
even nibbing ataspear. So it is with every earthly enjoyment: we 
prize at a distance; but when once in our possession, it isn’t half so fat 
as we thought it was.—Sunday Mercury. 


The question was recently started in one of our courts whether mar- 
riage contracts entered into on Sunday were valid. The judge and coun- 
sel all agreed. however, that they would be valid, as coming under the 
head of “ works of necessity or charity.” — Boston Journal. ‘ 


A little ragged child was heard to call from the window of a mean nocilin’ 
to her opposite neighbor : ‘ i 

«“ Please Mrs. Miller, mother’s best compliments, and if it is fine wea- 
ther, will you go a begging with her to-morrow ?”’ / 


Sicu 1s Lurs.—He who skilfully or fortunately kills his man with a 
long weapon drawn from a scabbard, is a man of honor; but if he kill 


i th a short weapon drawn from his pocket, he is arrested and dis- 
a od. ‘Such is rs a difference between a sword and a knife. So at 








east have men decided !—Mercury. 
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THE ELEPHANT. 





OUR WALK ABOUT TOWN. 





OLLY BULL. 


Come along with me, my friend. We will walk through this Town. 
Don’t you hear how its big heart is beating ?—like a trip-hammer. It 
is forging strange things !—funny things !—pathetic things! Hark! how 
the wheels grate upon the ear! Yet, it is not our intention to look inside 
those carriages to-night, or lift the curtain of those gilded equipages. 
Let pass the vehicle to the opera—to the drawing room: away with it 
to the ball. We will let yon Beauty’s heart swell with its momentary 
delight: It were a pity to cloud the spirit of one so young. 

By the aid of such light as this feeble lamp affords us, we will look 
into the heart of yon poor old woman. She is only an Irish woman. 
She is selling apples you exclaim. What,then? I warrant thee she 
has a tale to’aljus; and, judging from the Past, well will it be for her 
should it be a merry one. 

She is a genuine [rishwoman! She is far past forty, and she has a 
wrinkle on her brow for every year of her life. That old crushed bon- 
net cannot concealso many furrows. We will accosther. Good even- 
ing, old woman! How much for your apples? How much for your 
candies f 

“Two foracint. Both troth an’ yer honor’ll not be wanting of the 
swate candies, shure!” 

The apples are sweet and succulent. The candies—yes: we’ll give 
them to this little girl. 

“Ah! an’ its yes that have a heart! But the poor child’Il faint, shiire, 
over the goodness of the swate candy.’ Her stomach is not accustom- 
ed to such rare suckery things !”’ 

Nevertheless, old woman, we will give these cunning sugar things to 
the chi'd. She will bless the sugar man—and that will be one.prayer 
more !—and, if fortune should enable her, perhaps she may— But, good 
God! She isso young. She has no shoes. Her feet are cold, and 
red, and bare. When has she felt a comb through those black, matted, 


is elf-locks? Take these sweets, poor child (slips into her hand the can- 
4dies and a shilling). We wish to talk to this good woman. . Why do 





‘you bow your head? 
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SPEAK! WE ARE NO JoDGE! 











Our pockets conceal no chains. We are not even a police officer. 
Then speak ! 

“ Faith, thin, I will. I will tell you my tale! St. Pathrick bliss us, 
an’ save us !—TI’ve asad one......... I've done Murther ! 

Murder, woman! But we are immortal. Go on.: 

“ That is to say, Dinnis, my husband, did murther on the divil that 
comed for the rint. Yer honor’ll be afther saeing we had no sucking 
apples—I belive yes called them sucking 1—” 

Succulent, oh, Woman! We said succulert. 

“ Will, suckling apples. We had nothing but the good taters in Tip- 
perary, and they was all rotted by the act of the Givernment. Dinnis 
and meself had thrae childbren—all famales, but the lad ; and he was a 
famale in kindness of heart. Well, the taty ro’ cumed upon us like a 
thafe, as I said, by the diviltry of the Givernment. And we axed the 
Praist what we should do ? and he said ‘ Faith, Molly Ball, yes have little 
to do but the dhying!’ So Dinnis, that-is, meself and Dinnis, give him 
our last farthing for that same blessing. And shure enough, in a wake 
or s0o——”’ i : ; 

Hold your tears, good woman. Here, we have rain to moisten the 
earth. God knows, we do not want woman’s tears to help the vegeta- 
tion of our country. — 

“Vigetaishun! That’sit. If we had had the vigetaishun! But the 
Givernment—Will, Dinnis was called upon for the Rint! He was 
crazed, shure, the poor child, and he give the Rint man a bit bato’ the 
head with his ould mattox,—jist a small tap, your honor—an’ the thafe 
fell down as dead as a herring.” 

And Dinnis was hanged for it. 

‘¢ That's jist it; but the poor body had the ill fortune to die of the 
Taty rot first, and the childers dhied—and little Dinnis dhied; and shure 
Tloved the lad ail the betther for that same. Says I to myself ‘yes all 
at pace !’ and then says I, ‘ Molly Bull, :yes ha’ nothing more to do in 
swate Ireland; yes ha’ fulfilled .yer mission in the land of yer fathers! 
(ye see the Bulls are a strong sprout on the soil, and spread clane farand 
wide,) and the quicker yes get to Amerika, the land of swate gintlemen, 
like yourself, who buy oranges, and pae-nuts, and—” 

Woman! you dared not die in Ireland, and you came to Ameriea to 
live! Fulfil your mission here in God’s name ! 

You see, my friend, our waLk aBour Town is getting interesting. 
But we will speak to this fellow. 





The aspirated ‘“* H.””—Mrs. Crawford says she wrote one line in her 
song, “‘ Kathleen Mavourneen,” for the express purpose of confound- 
ing the Cockney Warblers, who sing it thus: 

“The ‘orn of the ‘unter is ’eard on the ‘ill;” ° 
But Moore has laid the same trap in “ 'The Woodpecker :”’ 

“Aart that is 'umble might ‘ope for it ’ere.” 
And the Evernast confounds them the other way—for though no 
Poet, yet he has a spare rhyme now and then when it suits him. 


A Helephant heasily heats at his hease, 
Hunder humbrageous humbrella trees. 





The John Donkey says, ‘a fellow gets two Elephants for sixpence, 
and by the time he has seen both of them, he is ready to take the John 
Donkey with a gape!"" We never knew any one who was not ready to 
take the John Donkey with a gape, but however much the public gape it 
will never swallow John Donkey itself—it won't go down—nor up either 
for the ‘ matter of that.’ 





te Weare now fully satisfied that no Treaty for a Peace, with Mex- 
ico, will be signed by the President, unless the whole is included. 





EPICUREAN BALL. 

We would call attention to the announcement of an Epicurean Ball, to take 
place at the Coliseum, on Wednesday evening, February 16th. From the ar- 
rangements making for the occasion, we have no doubt it will be a capital af- 
fair. Indeed, this is the age of Epicures, and as the gentlemen concerned in 
the getting up of this Ball, are Epicures themselves, and announce a treat to 
their guests, we for one shalt take them at their word, and brush up our kids 
slippers and appetite for the occasion. Captain Van Dyke, will be ready on 
the floor to present arms to his guests. 











